70               MR PODD OF BORNEO
at the end of the room, smoking an enormous palm-
leaf cigarette. Every other man puffed slowly and
unceasingly at the particular brand of tobacco affected
by his race. The blend of the acrid smoke with the
heated air and exhalations of nearly a dozen perspir-
ing bodies gave a thickness and a flavour to the
atmosphere a thousand times more Eastern than any-
thing Archibald had yet experienced.
He coughed vigorously, cleared his throat, and re-
membering that in the pocket containing his watch
chain there was a bottle half-full of eau de cologne,
rdrew forth his handkerchief and saturated it with the
scent
" This is a youth, Podd by name, who has entered
work with me," said M'Whizzle softly in the ver-
nacular.
Archibald felt half-a-dozen pairs of beady eyes
watching him steadily. He owed three of their owners
a dollar each already, and nourished a secret hope of
owing them considerably more. But no one, he felt,
least of all his master, would have guessed from their
'demeanour that these three had already had the
pleasure of making his acquaintance, Handkerchief
in hand, he distributed carelessly a graceful salute
around, and turned with an inquiring bow.
" Take this tablet, good Podd, and sit here," directed
Lochinvar MWhizzle, with a 'dignified wave of his
arm.
Spreading his handkerchief carefully, the young
Eurasian took the place pointed out to him.
" We are about to examine further witnesses in the
racehorse case/' explained M'Whizzle in Dyak.